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it, and gradually became convinced of the tragic hope-
lessness of the situation.
A profound demoralization was spreading like an
epidemic of some new type of insanity. Large masses
of the population, mainly soldiers and working men,
became victims of the vicious but clever propaganda
of radicals who promised a new era of prosperity, peace
and freedom within a year, provided they could get
into power. A bitter disappointment was in store for
the unfortunate Russian people, but at that time manyt
and possibly the majority, still believed in the golden
era to come within a year or two.
Early in 1918 I was again in Petrograd, having by
that time made up my mind. What were called the
ideals and principles of the Marxist revolution were
not acceptable to me, and I was making arrangements
to leave Russia for an indefinite period. I got a pass-
port, visas and some letters of introduction, and late
in February left Petrograd by rail for Mourmansk, and
from there in March boarded a steamer for England.
My substantial personal fortune, earned by nine
years of intensive and successful work, was invested in
real estate and in government bonds. It was all lost
and I had only a few hundred English pounds with me
when I left my country.
Meanwhile the Revolution progressed. Lieutenant
Lavrov, my personal friend and co-pilot during the
flight to Kiev, was killed with the other four members
of the crew in an accident which had been arranged
by radical sabotage. General Shidlovsky, whose vision
and administrative ability were so needed in Russia,
was shot by the Reds in Petrograd, together with his
aonf at the end of 1918*